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man,g oo d,lf ihc man goe to this water and drownehimfdfe 5r :« 
will he, mil he, he goes, marke you that, but if the Water com*. !i 
h.m, and dime him, he drownes not himfelfe, argali h e t ha t h 

Clow, I marry i'(l,Cro wnersqueft law 
fclues,niore then their eucn Chriften : Come°nIl n fp!dc h thie h is no 

ancient gentlemen but Gardners Ditcher.! 2 P r " 

they hold vp sAdams profeffion . ' " * d Grauc - m ^«s, 

Otb. Was he a gentleman ? 

Tie m!r* A T tbe o. tt thatCUer bor « «m CS . 

Otb. Got to. 

all u WCS ' malcer,for th acoue-liues a thoufand tenants 

4tr h0 bU,Ws Marco. aShipwrigTc.ora 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyokc. 

Otb. Marry now I can tell. 

Or^.Too’t. 

^W.Maffe I cannot tel!. 

n«r C/W '?u dgel thy b f ains no more about it, for your dul aflc wil 
no mend his pace with beating,& when your are askt this ouefli - 
next, fay a graue-maker,che houfes he makes lafts tel DnomM ° 
Goe get thee in and fetch me a foope of liquer Doom ^ay. 

lu youth when I did loue did loue, * * - 

Me thought it was very fweec * 

To contrafl O the time for a my behoue 
O flic thought there a was nfyfiing a nicer. 
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Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

HamMas this fellow no feeling of his bufines?a fings in graue- 
maktng. , . • 

Hora.Cu&p™* hath made it in him a property of eahnes. 

Ha. Ti* een fo, the hand of little imploimeot hath the daintier 

C/w.But age with his Healing Heps Song. (fence, 

hath clawed me in his clutch. 

And hath (hipped me into rheland, 
as if 1 had newer been fuch. 

Ham . That skull had a tongue in it, and could ling once, how the 
knaue iowles it to the ground , as if t’were CWiwiaw-bone, that 
did the firft murder : this might be the pate of a pollititian, which 
this Affe now ore-reaches ; one that would circumucnt God, 
might it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham . Or of a Courtier , which could fay good morrow my 
Lord : how doll thou fweet Lord ?This might be my Lord fuch 
a one, that praifed my Lord fuch a ones horie, when a meant to 
beg it : might it not? 

Hora. I my Lord. 

Ha. Why een fo.and now my Lady worms Choples,and knock e 
about the mazer with a Sextero fpade ; beer's fine reuolution and 
we had the tricke to fee’t, d id thefe bodies coft no more t he bree- 
ding,but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke ont. 

C low. A pickax and a fpade a fpade 8 Song. 

for and a fhrowding fheet, 

O a pit ofClsy for to be made 
for fuch a guell is meet. 

Hrf.There’s another, why may not that be the -skill of a Lawyer? 
where be his quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and bis tricks? why dooeshe fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty flaouell,and will not tell him of 
his a&ions of bat tery :hum, this fellow might be in's time a great 
buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his recognisances, his fines, his 
double vouchers, his recoueries, to haue his fine pate full of fine 
durt : will vouchers vouch him no more of his purchafcs and 
doubles, then the length and breadth ofapayre of Indentures? 
The very conuey ances of his Lands will Scarcely l ye in this box, 
and mull th inheritor himlelfe hauenomore’ha, 

Hora. Not a iot more my Lord. flam 
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